





















































































































So sleepsthe pride of former days* So 


WMIA 


l«I 




rjOH 


IIOHl 


IIII 


glo_ry ? s thrill is ohr Ajad hearts that once beat high for praise>Nowfeel that puls© no more! 
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No more to chiefs and ladies bright 


The harp of Tara swells; 

• 

The chord, alone, that breaks at night; 


Its tale of ruin tells.. 

Thus freedom now so seldom wakes, 


The only throb she gives, 


Is when some heart indignant breaks. 


To shew that still she lives| 
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